PRIVATE   LIVES                ACT 1
gramophone  records   over  his  head.    It  was  very
satisfying.
VICTOR : You must have been driven to distraction.
AMANDA :  Yes, I was, but don't let's talk about it,
please.    After all, it's a dreary subject for our honey-
moon night.
VICTOR :  He didn't know when he was well off.
AMANDA : Look at the lights of that yacht reflected
in the water.    I wonder whose it is.
VICTOR:  We must bathe to-morrow.
AMANDA :  Yes.   I want to get a nice sunburn.
VICTOR (reproachfully): Mandy !
AMANDA:   Why, what's the matter?
VICTOR : I hate sunburnt women.
AMANDA: Why?
VICTOR : It's somehow, well, unsuitable.
AMANDA :  It's awfully suitable to me, darling.
VICTOR :  Of course if you really want to.
AMANDA:   Fm  absolutely  determined.   I've got
masses of lovely oil to rub all over myself.
VICTOR :  Your skin is so beautiful as it is.
AMANDA :   Wait and see.    When I'm done a nice
crisp brown, you'll fall in love with me all over
again.
VICTOR : I couldn't love you more than I do now.
AMANDA : Oh, dear.   I did so hope our honeymoon
was going to be progressive.
VICTOR :   Where did you spend the last one ?
AMANDA (warningly):  Victor.
VICTOR :  I want to know.
AMANDA :  St. Moritz.   It was very attractive.
VICTOR : I hate St. Moritz.
AMANDA : So do I.
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